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ILLSTARRED - PART SIXTH.

BY PATTY LEE.

Suturday night!  Who has not rejoiced when
the week's affnirs were w even though
they may have been attended with no unusual
sorrow or solicitude. The weight of care is
lightened for aemoment, and we breathe freely :
there is then less Mﬁ hafore and after, less
sighing for what is not, than at other times. In
the city, the close of the week nmll the ap-
proach of the Sabhath are more manifestly ap-
prehended, ];erhup: but in the country, they
are felt. The oxen are unyoked and left to
graze over the hills for & day, the plow, or the
work, of whatever sort it may be, stands still—

4 hush, unliroken by tbl_a‘zln;ﬂmm’n’?xe ?Jr :fae
Juborer's & spreads i over all, and the
;ﬂﬂrlll L-hi::ﬁg of the vi bell (E&“l‘ to all,
fir aud near, to come up.an worship, There
ix o musie of chimesgno cr«u—qmwnod towers,
wo gorgeous and elaborate ritual, nor lnqt!
chors, to fill long dark, nisles with artistic
trills—
“ As if God's ear would bund with childish favor
To the poor flattery of the organ keys.
The very hirds seemed to s Iunl.jm'.l.md.ly. and
- theg > <onow ound throu Enﬁw woods like an-
thems and tne winas, the P outitama o we wn ¢
in prophetic utterance, admonish the soul till
the sun goes down in purple fire. and ovet the
sky'# blue horder the stars come up white and
wld
Sometimes, in some country phu-eat the Sab.
bath is mude o time of visiting ; nor 15 it thus
profaned, for it is generally wmongst people
whise ocoupations require their time and stten-
tion through the week, and who, after quictly
enjoving the Imspit&lit}\; of some dear friend or
heother, partake with him also n spiritual foast
in the house of God.  There is no ostentations
displuy, no noise or bustle requisite for the en-
tortainment, but the visiters lend their wid in
the performance of some labor of love, apd so
during their stay make less work than they do,
The = women-folks” whe of course sleep in the
“ spare hed.” “dainty nnd love endeared,” spread
it smoothly, and get the whole ehamber in order
hefore they descend, snd make themselves fur-
thor useful. often in laying the cloth and as-
sisting about breskfust, which is easily ncvom-
plished with the asking of nn_oceasional yues-
tion—smich as, whether to use the white-handled
knivex and forks or the hom ones, the plain
china or the gilt, the tin coffee-pot or the hri.
tannin ; in all of which cases, the visiter knows
well enough that the white-handled knives and
forks, and the gilt ¢hina, and the britaomia cof-
fee-pot, are to be used. Moeanwhile. the men-
fulks inspect eribs. and sheds, and bars, pro-
ping improvements for themselves from what
they see, or suggesting improvements for their
neighbor, the while they give the horses their
uats, or carry the hay to the sheep, or milk a
cow, “ just because they would rather do it than
not “—unwither offering hindrance, nor disorgan-
iring the want consse of things, I it be knoww
thut Uncle Jobn's or Aunt hll!y'u folks aré
coming, or whoever else it may be, the prepa-
ritions sre all made Saturdny, At such times,

wo b to the clickens that have saucy habits of

coming into the house.  With all diligence the
children search through hay-mows and straw-
beaps, and sometimes muke exploring expedi-
tions into putehes of weeds, for new nests ; serub-
bing and dusting are done up with unosual
cire, 4 pound-cake and a pudding sre haked,
and toward sunset all the fumﬁy appear in
their holyday gour, and await with smilin
comtenanees the crowning event, the arriv:
of Unele John or Aunt Mary, as the case may
Le, Well, such an event was about to eccur at
Mr. Claverel’s.  The week’s work was finished,
bavid and Oliver were initisting their colts,
Demoerat and Reuben, in the mysteries of some
Funtastic tricks, Mr. Cluverel read some politi-
cul essay in the “ Republican,” while * Dolly "
crimped the border of her cap with Richnrd's
pevknife. and Martha and Jane, shivering
though they were, sat close to the front gate,
eagor to eateh the first gliml‘ue of Uncle Peter's
fulks. Richwrd, utterly indifferent, or affectin
to be, sat in his room seesawing on a violin; !ulﬁ
Yot the coming of Uncle Peter was to him the
Liginning of & new era in life.

“Oh, mother, mother, look quick and see if
that is not them, just coming over the hill,” said
both the girle st onee.  Mrs. Claverel arose wnd
loked from the window, saying, as she did so,
“ Peter has & new horse on the near side, if it
i him; but, Sammy, hadn’t you best go out and
upen the gate, at any rate 77

“Call Richard to go,” he answered ; but the
chililren ran out agein, saying they could do it,
fur they thought that would make it Uncle
Poter : and Mrs. Claverel, saying she guossed
they could do it just as well as anybody, left
Richard to the enjoyment of his violin. “Anx.
iooaly  and  almost” tromblingly the children
gized.  Prosently, the white cover and the little
green wagon were in fall sight, and there, side
hy side, snt Uncle Peter and Aunt Jane. "I‘iml:
Iy the journey was concluded; and as they,
having umilu-.r and nodded to the t'hll‘ll'ﬁ:;' i
trotted down the gravel walk, the rattling
the wheels announced to all that they were
come,  Mrs. Cluverel, in her newly erimped
cap and smoothly ironed d and with one
B in the sock she was mending, for she wis
never idle, came forth to give her weleome, at-
tended Yy “ Sammy,” with the Republican
1 one hand, and 4 Windsor chair in the other,
which he proffored, by way of step. What 4
Joyuis shaking of hands there was, how man
kind inguiries about all at home, from the ohils
dren o Billy the hired man, and even the old
:"-N-;lpg \:ru not - Then came the
inpacking of a variety of little ts, in the
P;hnpo of prckages jars, and ha::!-;fm Aunt
L ngver eame empty-handed—she alwa
bud comething that uhe{mw Dolly would like
o well '—some of her currunt jelly, or dried
|“4r%. % nice in caso of sickness or & ;

kol lonfeake, which she thought the children
fieht like hoeanse Aunt Jane made it, and

2

but that Dally conld make a great deal better,

Al Aunt June was o good woman—kind
tords and words flowsd up from her heart
Fontanoously ne water ;— the fount
tin,  She knew of the arts and bland.
ll-lumnu of eultivated of its henrt.
s and speeions Y "
1 ploase s hotter than nm

L hody was happy in Aunt Sane's soiety:
e was not my Aunt June. 1 wish she
';’"i-udlllf and well stricken in

S st be, oo ; for, as | remember her,

i forty, | d thatis &
. T;y'tln of the nm
Poter often retod from hin he is

taking bis lust rest.  Ho was many
than hin wife: even ab the hrideh e

White Lot | ' - . "
the mmy.....,:“: her flirtations gave bun lit

v .‘I"l‘ “m‘d la | i
e "’ﬂ‘t oyen tenor d&‘:;"‘
J\Il_d when

e,
ey

end came, ho was happy and

turbed. :

But it is not with the sad end of the journey
that | have to deal, nor much even with the
living years, only as this one visit influenced

the destiny of Richard. !
The sun was down, and the lamp lighted,
and the table spread for supper. werat

and Reuben, whose stalls were to be occupied
by Uncle Peter's horses, were turned out to
rce in the orchard, and the violin was mute.
The rattling of the stage conch along the turn-
pike arrested their attention. There was a sud-
den pause, o sound of voices, then the drivin
forward again.  Presently there was a |
rap on_the door, and, responsive to Mr. Clay-
erel's distinot © come in,” & fut little woman en-
tered, whom, under drooping feathers and muf-
tling furs, it was difficult to recognise ns Mrs.
Bates. Mr. Claverel received ber with cold
formality, Richard with blank surprise, and
Mr=. Claverel with a strained and uncomfort-
able effort at hospitality.

A little very urgent business had brought
her, she said as she adeepted the invitation “to
tuke off her things”

“You see,” she said, seating herself by Aunt
June, it was my hter that Richard Clay.
erel here married.  She made him a good wife,
if ever n woman made a good wife. I don’t
sy this because | am her mother, and she ia
my daughter ; hecause if | was not her mother,
nor she my davghter, [ could see that shewas a

sl wife, just us well as [ can see now that
ﬁ‘wul wife, and it was all from his own
will-disposttion that my daughter was forced
to abanding his house. I haven't the vanity to
think my daughter an angel, but I do think an
angel could not have lived with him, any more
than my dsughter could live with him : but an
angel, seeing his will-disposition, would have
had to abanding him, just as my dauiht«r.
seeing his will-disposition, had to abanding him.”

There is no telling how much longer she
would have gone on but for the interforence of
Mr. Claverel, who, after the exclamation, “a
'fml-l‘r- mouth hath no drqnglt:l."l Toquested klt!:“
Rhopever hng she might have shainhd Do
transsoted wug ]li‘ﬁ.l‘.yl J:gnml Tind’ nmvaw 1n
esoape, followed by Uncle Peter. who preached
him an excellant sermon from the text, * Never
give up.” At first, he said it was no use: he
should always have bad luck: that if other
folk could do better, he hoped they would—hut
that he couldn’t.  Gradually, however, he yield-
od by little and little, and began to take cour-
age and hope

<1 fe " snid Mrs. Bates, addressing Mr.
Claverel, “that are the Governor. fmp.
pose you would like to have me get down on
my knees, and ask vou if you would please to
lot me spoak a word : but I ean tell you, Sam-
my Claverel, it will not be the Widder Bates
that gets on her knees to the like of you. No:
the Widder Bateshna w little too much spirit for
to get down on her knees to you, Bammy Cliy-
erel. or the like of you, Sammy Claverel—the
Widder Butes tells you that to your face, Sammy
Claverel.”

“Can’t the business just be put off till we
have taken a little bit of tea wnd pnten
mouthful or two of supper ! said Mrs. Claverel,

But Mrs. Bates, who felt invested by her
widowhood with s sort of dignity, and loved to
make allusion to her lonely and unprotected
state, replied that the Widder Bates would say
what she had to say without any supper—that
she was o lone body; but, for tl.lr that, she
wouldn't be beholden to her foes I

“Come and eat like 8 woman,” Mr, Clay-
erel said ; “you've rid from town, and must he
hungry. | don’t pretend to he your friend, but
P'm not your enemy ; and now that you are in
my house, you are welcome to eat, though |
hope this may be your visit,”

Adjustin hlack bonnet so as to show to
good: advan the red artificinl Howors in her
cup, Mrs. Bates said she hoped it would be her
list visit—that she had come to say something
thut would have been very much to Mr. Clav-
erel’s advantage, and that she would ruther he
to the ndvantage of a black slave than to the
disadvantige ; but that if he wins not a mind to
have an advantage when a lone widder hind
come to offer him an advantage to her own dis-
advantage, she didn’t know us she was bound
to force an advantage into his hands to her
own disad vantage.

Myr. Claverel said that if she had made such
saerifice on his account, he was sorry : hut that
if she had anything to propose that would he
to their mutual advantage, he was ready to
hear it. 4

“Maby you remember our black cow ! said
Mrs. Bates m-ut-in.i herself.

“She got most of her living in my paster—]
hisve some renson to remember her.”’

“Mahy you have other reasons ?”

“Only that she was an ugly old critter, thut
one would not be likely to t. and that she
could let down the bars as well as 1.7

“And you e well as she—so folks sy, ut
any rate.

“ What of that?
my paster ! - :

“Opinions  differ — some  says  what
wnnddll:'l‘. like to hear.” . v

The angry glow came into Mr. Claverel's
fuce, as he said—

 Spenk plm’n[g, und to the point: I don't
undl;rsdtmd you!

“1 did k to the point—the Widder Bates
e

Would I put your cow in

“Then ray out what you have to say.”

“Ive a8 plain as can say, that if
n rich man o spite to man,go might
turn the poor mian's cow into his own )

and let her eat horsolf to death, just becauso he
wis & rich man that the law eouldn’t touch,
wid had o spite to o poor man that the law
could take wp and hang if he said » word.”
“Ay, ay, | understand,” said Mr. Claverel, for
hor talk was too ludicrous to make him angry ;
“Lut if any one believed your insinuations, 1
dm"lrm that it would be much to my wdvan.
“If | am n mind to tell it, it will Le to
dnd::;nhgr un::f‘lin&-'i tall it, itllriil to
your advantage; but suppose | am goin,
mummnlim m&hng’::’. '

“ Do as you ; but if you think | will

-

money to from eireulating
mmﬁm 15 this the husiness you

I don't |

came to transact 17
“ 1 wan n poor lone widder, and likel
bogin business the way business would

E

mﬁ w
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over his features wns never afterwards dis |

humiliated that Aunt Jane should have heard it,
that he would fain have crept out of the world ;
and though he had been once or twice called to
supper, he delayed to go, but remainsd on the
porch, rently watchmg the elouds that
were driving fleetly up the sky, now olwerving
the moon and stars, aod now leaving their
broad, full light tostream upon the world

A storm of sorrowful passon swept him away
from the coldness and selfishness that were a
part of his nature, and be longed for an oppor-
tunity of doing or saying something kind—
something that should prove him not utterly
lost. Carlo eame close and rubbed his shaggey
sides against him.

+ Poor fellow!" said Richard, “come in and
I will give you some sapper.”

“The wind blows up like snow, don't it!”
said Aunt Jane, addresang Richard, as though
unconscious of his thoughts and feelings. = But
we are waiting supper for you, =0 never mind
the clouds”

“Areyou?” said Richard “I[ dido’t know
it wus ready.” And taking Carlo by the collar,
he followed Aunt Jane iuto the house. und muk-
ing his supper of dry bread which he held in one
hand, ha’?od the dog with the other. The table
was luxuriously spread, bot he had no appetite ;
and after going through the furmula, he retired
to his chamber, and drew out from its dusty
closet the old brown hair trunk. and after re-
placing a tack or two. and Lroshing it up to
make it look as respectalile as possible, he care-
fully wrapped in s  Republican ' the sign of
Dr. Claverel and placed it in the bottom—next
came the violin, and then the various articles
that made up his wardrobe —the trunk was
locked, and seating himself by the window, he
looked at the clonds and thought of the future
all the long night,

[T0 BE cONTINUED. |
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MIRITAM.
BY MISs ruo?ur. CAREY

Sunshine and quiet overhend,
And in the world sbrosd,
For all beneath his eye vutaprond
Rests in the smile of God ;
And Natyre swells ber wondrous penlm,
With her great heart-beats, deop nnd ealm.

There is & solemn pause helow,
The harvest work is done,
The fowers that camo with summer’s glow
Aro perishod ane by onw,
And those which deck our autamn wool
Aro menreely swelling in the bud

A day of sunshine ealm nt‘ul«nr.
The hushed, unrippled son,

This salihnth senson of the lenr,
All speak to me of thee ;

A pomothing in them 1 can trace,

Like the ealm boauty pf thy face.

There was & time when thou couldst wile
My spirit from its ills,
There was o benuty in thy swile
Like sunahine on the hills;
I have not thought, this many a day,
How softly on my heart il luy

Nor do I know why thought of wine
(loes baek the past to claim

1 have not seen o faco liko thine,
No lip has called thy nnme,

And many a wenry mile sway,

Thou leok’st upon the world todday

1 wonder if thy thought at times
Turns kindly back to me—

Back to those old delicious climon,
Avd ialawie in the ses

‘Where onee we saw an Eden smile,

Luring ug onwand sl the while

It matters not—enough to knww
That all our dreams wore viin,

Thyt all their minglod joy snd woe
Will nuver come agnin

Fuough to know, thou art estrangwd,

And T-~I dure not say unchangod '

For the Natiooal Era.
THOUGHTS AT A GRAVE.

W Ly the binty 0 the gmn—ud’, But the spirit wne eoins
. wend (o Gl

Oh, Mother Earth, we bring to theo
A precious bopn this day,

And sadly on thy quiet hroast
Our smitten bud we lay.

Room In thy softest, greenest spot,
Room midst thy summer flowers |

Duwst omly to thy eare we give -
She blooms in bl’i‘]litr howers.

CONATANCE.
-

MECHANISM.—No. XVI
BY JOSIAN HOLBROOK.
nlative enwl-mm-u indieate the present

o and secure the future progress of ap-
P'mltm-nl and

st yoar o

ntti
i jence, ospecially of
ﬂ:ﬂ Meienoe. ithin
large of the State islutures have made
ullﬂhl::‘h for the ; of seientific ngri-
culture and mechaniam, or had those suljects
under eonsiderntion, probably for future ennct-
mente.  In Florida, s buresn of agriculture was
ordnined by the Inst Legisluture. In North
Carolina, the Governor wumby the
Legislature to procare & scientific ex
ration of the State. In Vigil.m appropriati
was ordered of six thowsand dollars annually,
for a series of yenrs, for the promotion of prac-
tical seienco in inl connoction with agricul-
tare and the ie nrts. l.lﬁtrmht'mlinn.
effective measures are in or developing
and applyi themhlrlj resources of the woil |
ulso in . In Arkansas n seientific ex.
‘ﬂnﬂuoﬂh w-wm«aﬂnlan lLogis
atare, and operations for olject are in pro-
¥ if not by legislative ensotment, at loast

Though Richard kept out of hearing of tlwl
conversation, be knew what it was, and wis s |

or indeed of unything showing juvenile improve-
ment in seience or art.  Such specimens exhitbe
[ ited at any agricultural fisir would douhtless bo
[ properly noticed, and rewarded either by provi-
| vus provision or otherwise
_ Experiment—Some young ladies in a school
i New York sent to an agricultural fair bhold
the last season some specimens of their draw-
ing. On the walls of the school-reom are now
suspended, side by side, the drawing thus ex-
hibited, and diplomas awarded by the society

to the young artists for their industry wkill,
and improvement.
[COPYRIGHT SECURED ACUORL: YL
For the National Era
UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :
o,
LIBE AMONG THE LOWLY.

Y MRS, W, B STowE

Cuaeren XV9L—Tom's Mistress and her opon-
TR

“ Apnd now, Marig. _ﬁJ‘_d St. Clare, “your
golden days are dawning,  Here s our practi
cal, business-like New England cousin, who will
take the whole budget of onres off your shoul-
ders, and give you time to refresh yourself and

w young and handsome. The ceremony of
ﬂmﬁng the keys had better come off furth-
with.”

This remark was madeat the hreakfast tahle
a few mornings after Miss Ophelia had avrived

* I'm sure she's weleome,” suid Marie, leaning
her head languidly on her hand. [ think
she'll find one l.h'mg if she does, and that is,
that it's we mistresses that are the slaves down
hiore,”

“Oh, certainly, she will discover that, and a
world of wholesome truths beside, no doubt,”
said St. Clare.

Malk about our keeping slaves s if we did
it for our conventence,” =axd Marie, “ [ sure
if we consulted that, we might let them ull go
wt once.”

Nggprtive fivad hor larrpe, sovigus aves on her
mother's face, with an earnest and porplexed ex.
pression, and said, simply, “ What do you keep
tiem for, mamma?”

“1 don't know, 'm sure, oxoept for a plague ;
they are the plague of my life. T helieve that
more of my & health is cansed by them than
by any other one thing : and ours, | know, are
lﬂe very worst that ever anybody was plagued
with.”

“0Oh, oame, Marie, you've got the bluos this
morning,” said St Clare. * You know 'tisn't so
There's Mammy, the best crenture living—what
could you do without her !

“ Mamumy is the best | ever knew,” said Ma-
rie; and yet Mammy, now, is selfish—drendfully
selfish ; it's the fault of the whole ruce.”

4 Selfishness 1s a dreadful fanlt.” said St
Clare, gruvely.

“Well, now, there's Muumy,” said Marie
“1 think it's selfish of her to sleep so wound

) s she knows | need little attentions almost
r when my worst turns ure on, and yot
«[W =0 hard to wake. | alsolutely am worse

this very morning for the efforts [ had to ke
to wake her last night.”

“Hasn't she sat u]; with you a good many
nights Intely, mamma!™ siid Eva.

“ How should you know that " said Murie,
sharply ; “she's {mm complaining, | suppose.”

“She didn't complain; she only told me what
bad nights you'd had—so mhny in suceossion.”

“ Wﬁy don't you let June or Maria tuke her
dace a night or two,” said St Claro, “and let
por rest !

“How oan you propose it? ™ said Marie. St
Clare, you ly nrednconsiderate. 8o nervous
08 | wm, the least hreath disturbs me, and o
strange hanl ahoutg e wonld drive we whso.
lutely frantic. 1t Mamuny felb the intorest ia
me she oight to, she'd wike ensier—of course
she would. I've heard of people who had such
devoted sorvants, but it never was my luek "
and Marie sighed,

Miss Ophelin had listened to this conversation
with an wr of shrewd, observant gravity, and
she still kept hor lips tightly con , a8 i
determined fully to uscertain hor m'};iu.ule aud
position biefore she committed herself

“ Now, Mammy has a sort of goodness,” said
Maurie: “she's smooth and respectful, but she's
solfish at heart. Now, she never will be done
fidgeting and worrying about that husband of
hiers, f.m soo, when | was married and came
to live here, of course | had to bring her with
me, and her husband my father couldn’s spare.
He was a blacksmith, and of course very neces-
wary ; and 1 thought and said at the time, that
Mammy and he had bettor give egeh other up,
as it wasn't likely to be convenient for them
ever to live tugu'.gvr in. 1 wish now I'd in-
sisted on ity und married Mammydo mhll'y
else ; but | was foolish and indulgent, and dida't
want to insist, | told Mammy, at the time, that
she musta’t ever expeot to ses hitn more than
onee or twice in her life again, for the air of
futher's place doesn’t llgmwil.ll wy health, and
I can’t go there; and | advised her to take up
witlmm?xdynin;?mtm-—llnmuﬂdn’t Mam-
my b n kind of obati ahout her, in spots
that everyhody don't see as 1 do.”

“ Hus she children 7" waid Miss Ophelia

“Yos; she has two,”

“1 suppose she feels the separution from
them !

“Well, of course I couldn’t bring them. They
were little dirty things—] couldn’t have them
about ; and, besides, they took up too mwuch of
her time; but 1 believe that Mumuuy bas ol
wayn kept up a sort of sulkiness about this,
She won't marry nn,l.odi:‘lrue; and | do believe
now, though sho kuews how neoessury she is to
me, and how feeble my health is, she would go
haok to her h.llhmfla-mumm il she only
could. [ do, i 7 snid Marie; “ they are
Just so selfich, now, the best of them.’

“It's distressing to reflect upon,” said St

Clare, drily.

Miss Ophelia looked keenly at him, and saw
the flush of mortifieation and re vexi-
i lip, ns ho

e,

“Now, Mammy has always heen o pot with
me,” said Marie. “1 wish some of your North-
ern servants eonld look at her closets of dromses—
wilks nnd musling, and one real linen csmbrie,
whe has hanging there. Vo worked sometimes

whole aflernoons trimmning her wnd getting
ber ready to go to n \ A?Euhmnlw
mm-ﬁuu

S mmwhilgod
more than once or twice in her whole life. Rh
has her strong coffes or her tes every day, with

- will Irfve hi‘hlili*jmm -ﬂ.a::.
thom live we
ﬁm?g our servantsa wro owr.in{

- but Pve talked to St. Clare till Tam tired”
S And L, too,” said St Clare, taking up the

MM Fva, had ntmd listening to

ith that expression of deep and
hich was iar t0 her.
her mother's chuir,
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white in it.  1ts abominable, to be sare; | you
but &.&0

I it is purtly our fault that
they are mil act like wpoilod children, | grow

struck St. Clare as so supremely ludicrous, thit
he burst into a loud langh

“ 8t Clure always lsoghs when [ make the
lenst allusion to my il health,” said Marie, with
the volee of a suffering maurtyr | ul:l_\' ||--}n'
the t]-‘lI\' won't come when he'll raember it ™
and Marie ].llul her handkerchiel to her eyes

Of course there was rather a foolish stlence
Finally 8t. Clare got up. looked st his watch,
and said be had an engagement down street.
Eva tripped away sfter him, snd Miss Ophelis
and Marie remained at the table alone

“Now, that's just like St Clare” said the
latter, withdeawing her hundkerchief with
somewhat of a spirited flourish when the
criminal to be affected by it was no longer
in sight.  ~ He never realizes. never ean, never
willL what | suffer, and have fuor Vours Ir
I was one of the complaining sort, or ever
mude any fuss abont my witments, there woull
be some rosson for it. Men do get tired nate-
rally of a complaining wife. But I've kept
llmlgh (11} lll_\'-n'lf. and borne, and bome, tll St
Clare has got in the Wiy of thinking | can bear
anything "

Miss (‘ill‘“l‘li\ did not vxurt'l_'.' know what she
wWis l'x]h-t‘.fl_"l to answer to this

While she was thinking what to say, Marie
gradually wiped away her tears, and snoothed
her plumage in o general sort of way, a= o
dove might be supposed 0 make toilette after
a =hower, and bogan o housewifely chat with
Miss Ophelin, concerning cupboards, closets
linem presses, store-roowns, and other matiers, of
which the Istter was by commeon understand
ing to assume the direction—giving her s
many cautions  directions and  charges that
0 head less systematic and business-like thun
Miss Ophelia’s would have beon utterly dizzied
wnd confounded

“ And now,"” said Marie, “1 holiove I've told
yon everythingt so that when my next sick
turn comes on, you'll he able to go forwand
entively, without consulting me—only ahout
!':\.'l—nlu' l'---|uiru- W :ih'llillg

“ She seems to be a good ehild, rery,’” said
Miss Ophelia; | never saw a better child”

“Heatsepeculisr” said how mothes 4 vavy {
There arp things about her sosingalar : khe jm't [
like me now—a particlo ;. and Marie m‘h&x]
s if this was a truly melancholy considerntion

Miss Djlhoiia in her own heart saifd, @ 1 hope
she isn't,” but had prudence enough to keep
it down

“Eva always was disposad to be with ser-
vants; and | think that well enough with some
children. Now, [ always played with father's
little nogrocs—it never did me any harm.  But
Fon somehow alwayr seems to put herself on
an equality with overy ercature that comes near
her. s o strange l'lling about the child. |
never have been uble to brenk her of it St
Clare, | hebeve, encournges her in it.  The fact
i, St Clare indolges evory cresture under this
roof bt his own wife”

Again Miss Ophelin sat in Wank silence

“Now, there's no way with servants” said
Murie, “hut to put them down, and keep then
down. 1t was always natural to me, }mm "
child Fva is mmugl oy :ilmi'l o whole house.
full.  What she will do when she comes to
keep house herself, ' sure T don’t know, |
hul\]l to baing kind to servantsa—I nlwnys nin
bt you most make ‘em know ther ploce.  Fn
never does; there's no getting into the child's
hoad the first hoginning of wn iden what o ser-
vant's placeis ! You heard her offering to take
onre u?mee nights, to let Mammy sleep ! That's
Just o spooimen of the way the ehild would he
doing all the time, if she was left to hersell”

“Why,” ssid Miss Ophelia, bluntly, “1 sup-
pose you think your servants are human erea-
tures, and ought to have some rest when they
are tired.”

“Certainly, of course. U'm very particular
in lotting them have overything that comes
convenient,  Anything that doesn’t put one nt
all tmteof the way, you know, Mammy ean
make up her sleep some time or other; there's
no difficulty ahout that. She's the sleeplest
concern thit ever | saw wewing, standing, or
sitting, that ereature will go to sleep, and sleep
anywhere and everywhere. No danger hut
Mammy gets sleep enough.  But this treating
servants as i they were exotic flowers or china
viwos, ix renlly ridicnlons” suid Marie, ox she
plunged languidly into the ilnlrtltx of n volu
winous and pillowy lounge, and drew towarids
her an elogunt eut gliss vinnigrette.

“You see,” she continued, in n fisint and Indy-
like voice, like the last dying breath of an Ara.
binn jessanine, or something equally ethereal.
“you see, Cousin Ophelin, © don’t often spenk
of myself Tt isn't my habet © “tin't ngresuble
to me, In fact, | hoven’t stroangth to do it. But
there are points where St Clare and 1 differ,
St Clare never understood me, never appre-
cinted me. | think it lies nt the root of all my
ill health. 8t Clare mesns woll, | s bound
to bolieve ;. hut men are constitutionally selfish
and inconsiderate to women. T'Ill.ll wh ll_'l.llll., in
my impression.”

Miss Ophelin, who had not o small share of
the genuine New England enution, and a vory
particular horror of heing drawn into family
difficultios, now began to foreace something of
this kind impending; so. composing her face
into o grim neuteadity, and drawing out of hor
pocket about a yard and & quarter of stocking,
which she kept us n specific against what Dr.
Watts asserts to be n personnl hahit of Satan,
when people have idle hands, she proceeded
to knit most enorgeticully, shutting her lips to-
gother in a wiy that said, as plain as words
could, # You noedn't try to make me Ei. 1
don’t want anything to do with your affair’—
in faot, she looked ahout ns sympathiging ns a
stono lion, But Marie didu’t care for that. She
Tl got somehady to tulk to, and she flt it her
duty to talk, and that was enough: and rein.
fureing horself by smelling again at her vinai-
grultp, wlie went on
“You wee I bronght my own property and
servants into the connection when | married St
Clare, and | am legally entitled to oanage them
my own wiy. St Clure had his fortune and
hin servants, and Pm well enough content he
should mannge them his way ; but 8t Clare will
b interforing. He has wild, extravagant notions
whout things, partioularly about the treatment
of servints. ﬁ: really does et ax iff he set his
sorvants before me, and before himself, too, fur
he lots them muke him all sorts of trouble, and
pever lifts o finger. Now, shout some things,
St. Clare is really frightful-—he frightens me—
wod-natured as he looks, in genernl. Now, he
ns et down his foot that, come what will,
thers shall not be & blow struck in this hoose,

o | exoept what he or T atrike, and he does it in a

way that | really dare not oross him.  Waoll,
may see what that leads to, for 8t. Clure
wouldn't raise his hand if every one of them
wilked over him and l—yon wo how oruel it
would be to raquire mo to make the exertion.
Now, you know these servants are nothing hut
n-up ehildren ”
41 don't know anything about it, and |
thank the Lord that I don’t,” said Miss Ophe-
lin, shortly,
“ Well, but you will have to know something
and know it to your cost, if you stay here. You
don't know whit Mlmmuhns, stupid, cnreloms,
|mrﬂuumuhl:, ohildish, ungrateful set of wretoh-
ox they are,
Mario momed wonderfully supported alwayx
when she got upon this topie, and she now
opened her eyes and seamed quite to forget
hor languor.
“You don't know, and you ean’t, the daily,
t:::ly m.hbo":ln“ml;w al oy from
Byeryw way. t's no
use to complain to Ht."&nq He talks the
strangest stafl.  He says we have made them
what to boar with them.
faalts are all owing to us, and
be ernel to make fault and
it too. He says wo should’t do any
in their phoo:&'u if one could ronson
n

that the Lord made then
w17 wid Mim Ophelia,

wonils!

them on any of equality with us, you
know, as il we could he -'HI‘I]--II’l'-' why
impossible!  Now, St. Clave really has talked
to me ns il keeping Mammy from her husband
was like kw-i- e me feom mwine.  There's no
comparing in this way.  Mammy couldn’t haye
the }w-l'ru:_:- thut [ should. 1t u different thing
Altogether—aof course 1t is—and yot St Clare
||I.‘-'t|"|ul- not 10 s it And jllht as i Mamms
could love her little dirty habies ns [ love Ewn
Yet St. Clare once really and soberly tried to
l\ﬁrﬂ!l:ulr‘ me that it was my |||:t_\.'\\'|th my
wenk health, and all 1 suffor. to Lot .\]:uum.\ g
back, nnd take "-l'IJN'Iﬂ‘il_L else iu her ['[ur--
That was a Little too much, even for wie to bear
[ don't often show my feelings, [ make it &
principle to endure everything in silence ; it's
wile's hard lot, nnd | hear it.  But | did break
out that time: so that he has never alluded o
the subject since. But T know |~I\' his books
and ]illfr l|1i1:;‘hi that he MLVE, that he thinks s
w8 much ss ever; and iUs s trying, ko provok-
ing ™

Miss Ophelin looked vory much as if sho was
afraid she should say something : but she rattled
away with her needles in a way that had vol-
umes of menning in it if Marie could only hasve
understond it

= A yin .iunt wt " she continued, *what
vou've got to manage. A household without
any rale; where servants have it all their own
wiy, doo what they plense, and have what they
dense, exeept 5o far as L with my foohle health,
wve kept up government. | keep my cowhide
uhout, and sotpetinmes I do ln_\; it on, biut the ex.
ertion is always too much for me.  If St Clare
would only have this thing done as others

wort

[ T R —

Anidd how's that '™
SWhyv, send thew to the calaboose, or some
other ll‘uv-\ to he tlogeed.  That's the only
Wiky If I wasn't such a poor fissehile r'iw'l' |
Beheve 1 should wanage with twice the energy
that St. Clare does ™
“Aml how does St Clare contrive to man-
nge ! pmid Miss il|||1i‘li:| You say he never
strikes o blow "
“Wall wen bhave & wore commanding way

Vou kfow ; it is pasier for them: hosides, it you
A T T vt -\n'.: -._: — TN ?11‘. 'J‘!‘tf—'-""' 4
eye: and if he speaks decidedly, there's n kind
of tlash.  'm afrsid of it mysell; and the sor
vants know they must mind. 1 conldn’t do as
much hy a regular storm and scolding as St
Clare ean by one turn of his eye, if once he i
in earnest.  Oh, there's no trouble alout St,
Clare: that's the renson he's no more feeling
for me. But you'll find, when you come to
munnge, that there's no getting along without
n-"b't"l'il}'—'—-llll'_\' are 8o had, so deceitful, so lnzy.”
“The old tune,” said St Clare, sauntering in
“What an awful nccount these wicked cren.
tures will have to sottle at last, especi -
being lazy.  You see, cousin,” said he, as he
stretehed himself at full length on o lounge op-
posite to Marie, “it's wholly imexcusable in
them, in the Tight of the extmple that Marie
and | set them—this huziness "

“Come, now, St Clare, you are too had,” snid
Nl:ll'ir'

“Am I, now! Why, | thought [ was talking
good, guite remarkably for me. | try to enforec
your remarks, Muarie, always”

“You know you mensnt no such thing, St
Clare,” said Marie

“Oh, 1 must have bheen mistuken, then
Thank you, my dear, for setting me right.”

“You do really try to be provoking anid
Marie. ;

“Oh, eome, Marie, the day is growing warm,
und | have just hind u long quarrel with Dolph,
which has fatigued me excesively ; s, pray be
agreeable, now, and let a fellow repose in the
light of your smile”

“What's the matter about Dolph?” said
Marie.  “That fellow’s hmpudence has bheen
growing to w point that s perfootly intolerable
to me. | only wigh 1 had the undisputed man-
agenent of him awhile,  'd Bring him down "

“What you say, my dear, v marked with
your usual neuteness und good sonwe” anid St
Clare. A8 to Dolph, the onse s this—that
be his go long been engaged in imitating my
graces wnd perfoctions, that e has ut Inst roally
mistaken himsel{ for his mnster, and | bave boen
obliged to give him & little insight into his mis-
take.”

“How """ said Muarie.

“Why, | was obliged to lot him understand,
explivitly, that 1 preferred to keep some of my
alothess for iny own personnl wenring ; also, |
rul his magnificence upon an allowance of Co-
ogne water, and sotually was so eruel as to re-
strict bim to one dozen of my cambric hand-
kevehiofs.  Dolph was partioulurly huffy abont
it, and 1 had to talk to him like a father, to
bring him round”

“0Oh! St Clare, when will you learn how to
treat your servants! It abominable—the way
you mdulge them ! wid Marie

“Why, after ull, what's the harm of the poor
dog's wanting to be like his muster ; and if [
hoven't hrought him up any better than to find
his chief good in Cologne and ewmbric hand.
kerchiofis, why shouldn’t 1 give them to him 1"

“And why baven’t you hrought him up het-
ter " snid Mins Ophelin, with blunt determinn.
tion.

“Too much trouble — laziness, cousin — lagi-
ness — which ruins more souls than you can
shoke o stick uwt. 17 it wasn't for laginess, |
ghould hnve heen n perfect angel mysell:  I'm
inolined to think that lnziness is what your old
Dr, Botherem, up in Vermont, used to oall the
‘emsenco of moral ovil.”  1Us an awlul oonsider-
ation, cortainly.”

“1 think you slaveholders have an awful re
sponsibility upon you,” snid Miss Ophelia, ¢
wouldn't have it for o thowsand worlds.  You
ought to educate your slaves, and treat them
like rensonable orentures—like immortal cren-
tures, that you've got to stand before the bhar of
God with. That's my wmind," said the good
Indy, lirenking multlunly out with u tide of zeal
thit had been gaining strength in her mind all
the morning.

SO come, come,” mid St Clare, getting u
guickly: “what do you know about us!” Amli
he sat down to the pinno, and rattled o lively

eon of musio, St Clare had a deoided gon-
i for musie,  His touch was brilliant and
firm, nod his fin flow over the keys with n
rapid and hirdlike motion—airy, und yot doei.
ded. He played piece aftor plece, like & man
whao in trying to play himself into a good humor,
Afwer pushing the musio wida, he ross up and
said, gaily—+ Well, now, Cousin, you've given
us o good talk, and done your duty; on the
whole, | think the better of you for it. | make
no manner of doubt that you throw a very din-
mond of truth at me, though you see it hit me
wo directly in the fueo that it wisn't exaotly
approciated s first” 5
“For my part, | dow't seo any une in such
sort of talk,” mid Marie. V' sure, if noybody
does moro for servants than we do, I'd like to
know who—and it don't do “em o bit good, not
" Imﬁulo—-ulmy got worse aud worse,  As to
talking to them, or mylh"m like that, 'm sare
| hawve talkod till | was tived and hoarse, talling
them their duty, snd all that; and 'm sure
they ean go to church when they like—though
thoy don’t understand n word of the sermon,
maore than s many p it ain't of an
great usa for them to go, ax | see; hut they
go—and so they have every chance; hut as |
said befire, they nre n od rioe, and al-
wiyx will Lo, and thero isn't any help for
them—yon oan’t muke anything of them, if you
try. You wee, Cousin Oplolia, Pve tried, snd
you haven't—| wis horn and bred among them,
sod | know’

Mins Ophiclia thonght she had said enou
and
tune

wat silont. St Clure whis "
“St. Clure, | wish youwouldn’t whistle,” said
Marie, it muskes my head worse,
“ 1 won't,” said St Clare. “Ix thore anything
else you woaldn't wish me to do 17

“1 wish “have some kind of
hrl”ay;mhi . mh‘nﬁnym

o .

‘M I ‘St .
14 poovakng o bo tRed s b s oy
* Then, bow  will yu-houhduTb'll

for

satisfaction’”
A guy laugh from the ocourt ramg through

the silken courtains of the vernndah Stedllarm
stepped out. and lifting up the cortain, laughed
Biw '
_ Whnt it ? siill Miss ( n'.i_“-:._. coming to
the railing

Fhere sat Tom on w little mossy seat in the
court, every one of hix b itomboles stuck full of

cape jessaumines, anil Eva gayly luughing, wis
h:u.,_'.l-.-; n wreath of rses round bis neck ; and
then she sat down a his koee, like 8 -‘h:lv—-1-:n
row, still 1:!\:_-"1I;I|;,'

O, Tom vour ook b»\llllll_\"

Tom had a sowr. benevolent smile, and
seomed, in his quiet way,  he enjoying the
fun gquite a8 much ws his Little misteess. He
lifted his eves, when he suw his master, with o
half n|--|-h~r:\tlh;_' -||-niw_:ﬂh-' uir
How can you let her ! said Miss Ophelin
Why ot ! 7 swid Se Clare
“']l\-— l dim’t kl\u\‘ —1 SR 8 llr'-u-!i'l'l -
You would think ne harm in a child's ea
ressing o large dog even if he was binck : hat
n erenture thet con think, and reason, wod fis]
andl is immortal, vou shudder at—ceonfess it
Cousin, | know the fecling among some of
Northerners well enough.  Not that there s a
particle of virtue in our not having it : but ous
tom with us does what Christianity ought to
do, vbliterates the feeling of personal prejudice
I have often noticed. in my travels North, how
much stronger this was with vou than with v
You loathe them ss youn would o snake or a
tnd, yot you are indignant at their wromgs
You would not have them abused: but you
don’t want to have anything te do with them
yourselves.  You would send them to Africa
out of your sight and smell and then send o
missionary or two to do up all the self-denial of
clevating them compendionsly.  Tsn't that it
“Well, Cousin,” said Miss Ophelin, thought
fully. * there may be some truth in this”
What would the poor and lowly do without
children ' said St. Clare, leaning on the railing
and watching Fyva us she tri off, hd.'mg
Towm with her.  ~ Your little ¢ is your only
true Demoerat.  Tom, now, is a hero o E\'n’,
his stories are wonders in hor eyes, his songs
sl Mothodist hymns are hotter than an overa,
and the traps and Igtle hits of traah 0 his
et o i ol Jowis, And s AT os won-
derful Tom that ever wore u black skin. This
i® one of the roses of Eden that the Lord has
dropped down expresaly for the poor and lowly,
wha got few enough of any other kind " '

“It's strange. Cousin,” said Miss Ophelia
one might ulmost think you were s professor. o
hear you talk.”

“ A professor! " gaid St. Clare

“Yes—n professor of religion.”

“Not at all—oot a professor, s your town
folks have it—and what is worse, 'm afraid, not
a practicer, vither"”

* What mukes you talk so, then? "
“Nothing is cavier thun talking” said St
Clare. 1 believe Shukspeare makes somobody
RNy 1 could sooner show ten  the way W
Heaven, thun be one of the ten to fullow my'nwn
showing'  Nothing like division of labor. My
forte lies in talking, and yours, Cousin, lies in
doing. ’

In Tom’'s extornal situation, at this time, thore
wis, a8 the world says nothing to complain of
Little Eva's fancy him — the instinetive
reatitude nnd loveliness of o nobile nature—had
t-ul. him to petition her father that he might he
her especial attendant whenever she needed the
escort of o servant in her walks or rides; and
Tom bnd genernl orders to lot everything olse
go, and attend to Miss Evia whenover she want-
od him—aorders which our readers may faney
were far from disngrecable to him.  He was
kept well dressed, for St. Clare was Instidiously
particular on this point. His stuble services
were merely o sinocure, and consisted simply
m |ln.il_\r care and i.n~|u-r!um. llllil l.lirt\uLiIIK AT
under servant in his duties—for Marie St Clave

declared that she could not have suy smell of
the horses about him when he mﬁul‘ near her
widd that he moost positively not he put to any
sorviee thnt would make him unplensant to her
a4 hier nervous system was entirely inadequate
to uoy trinl of that nature—one sl of any-
thing disugreeable being, according o her ag.
county, quite suficient o olose the soene, and
l!mt an end to all her earthly trinls at onee

‘om, therefore, in hiv well-hrushed broandeloth
anit, smooth beaver, glosy  boots,  falthes
wristbands and collar, with his grave, good
llnlumi ]a'lu'k I'iu'l', lmlkl-l! I'ﬂ"]l‘\'llﬂllll “nou _h
to be n Rishop of Carthage, s men of his .--.f.r
were in other ages

Then, too, he was in & besutiful place—au
considerntion to which his sensitive race are
nover indifferent ; wnd he did enjoy with s guiet
joy the birds, the tlowers, the fountaing the
perfume und light and beauty of the court, the
silken hangings wnd pictures and lostres anid
stutuettes und gilding, that made the parlors
within u kind of :\Im[flin'n palnce to hin.

If ever Afrien shall show an elevated il
oultivated ruco—and come it must some time—
her tarn to figure in the great deama of hunan
improvement — life will awake there with «

sness and splendor of which our oold

ostern tribes fuintly have conceived. In that
fur-off mystie lund of gold and gems and spices
and waving prlms and wondrous flowers and
mirsculous fortility, will awake new forms of
nrt, new stylos of splendor ; and the negro ruce,
no lm‘;lu' alqmd' and trodden down, will per-
haps show forth some of the latest and most
magnificont vevelations of human life, Cer
tainly they will in their gentleness, their lowly
doeility of mind, their aptitude to reposa on o
lluperiur mind and rest on s higher power, their
childlike simplicity of affection and facility of
ﬁ-rﬁuum In all these they will exhibit the
highest form of the peculinrly Christian life—
and porhaps, as God chustoneth whom  ho
lovath, ho hath chosen poor Africa, in the fur-
naee of affliotion, to make hor the highost and
noblast in that kingdom which he sob up,
when every other kingdom has boen tried, nnd
fuilod—for the first shall be last, and the Iast
first.
Was this what Marie 8t. Clare was thinking
of, wa she stood, gorgeously dressed, on the ve-
randuh, on  Sunduy mornin oluph;ﬁ a dia.
mond bracelet on hmnluﬁﬂvﬂ. ot
likely it was, Or if it waso’t that, it :
thing else ; for Muarie ined.
und she was going now, in full fores,
nilk, and lace, und jowsls, snd all, to o fashion-
able church, to be very religions, Mario al-
ways made u point to be very pious on Sun-
days. There she stood, so slender, so elogunt,
so piry and undolating in all her motions, her
lnos searf enveloping her like a wmist. She
looked o groceful erenturo, and she felt very
good, and vory elogant indead.  Miss Ophelia
stood ot her side, n perfoct contrast. [t was
not that she hnd not as handsome s silk dress
and shawl, and ws floe 0 pocket handkorchiof,
but stiffocss and  aquareness, and  bolt upright-
ness, envelaped ber writ.l:l [l';l indd:i;. yebt ap-

vishle & presence ns r it
- Do ; mg the grisee of bwhuwnmk
uite noother thing !
“Whora's v waid Marie,
“The ohild m;r.d on the stairs, to say somo-
thing to Mammy.
And what wis Eva saying to Mammy on
the stairs ! Listen, reader, and yon will hour,
though Murie does not,
b Mummy, 1 know your head in aching
droadfully ”
“Lord blem Miss Eva, my hoad allors
nelos hhl{ Yo don’t need to worry,”

“Wall, Pm you're goingout ; snd here
u:l!t& Tittle girl threw her lm:iarmlnd her,
“ Mamny, shall take my vinaigrotte”

“What! your Boautiful gold thing thar,
with them dinmonds' Lor, miss, ‘twoaldn't be

no wa,zl,” .
lllw nott  You nead it and 1 don't
Mammis always ases it for hoadache, and il
mnke you feel hotter:  No, you shall take it, to
pleasa me, now.” S

W Do heny the dartin talk 7 said Mammy, ss
Eva thrust it into her bosom, and kising hor,
van down stairs to her mother.

“What were you stopping for 17
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